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- Under the

Lens

ERESFORD on Dostolevaky ought

to be exciting; the young Eng-
ishman. has himself something

of the Russian attitude in his
preoccupation with spiritual malforma-
tions and ahnormalities. He writes in-
terestingly of Constance Garnett's trans-
Jation of the “White Nights and Other

Stories.”  The review is taken from
«pyeryman,” an English publication:
“The majority of novelists are, and

should be, read for the sake of their mat-
ter or content and the manner in which
they prosent it Such artists in literature
s Turgeniov or Flaubert, for exampie, un-
ques::omlh‘.y fellt most intensely all that
they wrofc. They entered into their story,
into the lives and feelings of thelr charae-
ters—how ceeply Flaubert has deseribed
in hiz letters—but when they came to
actusl expression, to the interpretation of
their experience in written words, the art-
ist, the deliberate, selective, critical, sen-
gtive workman, was uppermost.  Alwaya
something in them stood apart—judging.
As 8 consequence, we find pleasure in their
works bocause they are true and beantiful
things. designed, as far as may be, to be
perfect 10 themselves. ‘Rudin’ or ‘Madame
Bovary' mav tell us much of Turgeniev or
Fluubert as artists, even supgest certsin
ohviots sympsathies or traits of charactew,

but primarily they are studies in life
rather than in the individuality of the
writer. But while this is partly true alse

of Destoievsky's novels it is not true to the
game extent; and for that reason I do not
believe that any one can fully appreciate
his work unless they relatc it directly to
the man,

“He was from the outset an artizt peen-
liarly handicapped. [t hus been suthori-
tatively denied that he suffered from epi-
lepsy before his awful experiences in the
fortress and his four years in Eiberia,
but Lhere ean be no question that the ten-

was. there, that he suffered from

great physienl weakness, He' was dis-
harced from the army at the age of
three ‘on account of illness,’ al-

what form it took is not specified.

first novel, ‘Poor Folk,' written

s time, begins to develop the

early sions of what we can later recognize
g his characteristi¢ neuresis, Fkater, as
we know, after his release from Siberia,
his life was one perpetual struggle and
torment. \ great part of it was compul-
gorily t away from Russia, whither he

WES A

v5 longing to return; he was

never, unt he last year or two, free from
financin! embarrassment; and his illnesa
only  p ated him physically for

became, also, a con-
iorror that preyed upon

it all thesze immense
andicips, he continued to write profusely,
nt tir 7 ¢ hysterical determi-
nation. He t eid out lremendous novels,
sueh #§ Erothers Karamazov,” ‘The

Tdiot,! or 'The

tunity for

Possessed,

without oppor-
ceonsideration of detail—his

urgency for money forbade rewriting—
and further without the possibility for the
leisure, detachment and peace of mind

which, as he himself fully realized, were
essential to him as an artist,

“For these reasons, then, if for no other,
we cannot judge the work of Dostoieveky
with the same impartial criticism that we
should exercise in approaching the works
of Turgeniev or Flaubert. We cannot in
the sume way dissociate Dostoievsky's crea-
tive ability frow® his own personality, nor
accept his picture of life without muaking
 peculiar allowance for hi= distorted angle
of vie As Mr., Arthur McDowall says
in his recent book on ‘Realism.’ Dostoiev-
sky ‘hrings us close to o point where the
pereanal vision is so significant as to tran-
scend any realistic interest in the thing
portrayed.) It dees not follow from thia,
however, that he did not present an aspect

He was himself abnormal, and
inlogy, which he seems always to
sted by his own experience and sen-
ns, was inevitably abnermal alse, But
(altheugh need not: on this account
accept the theory of Max Nerdau) there is
sometimens a peculiar relationship between
tertain asthienia and genius,
of this kind affords
rument for the use of
whatever we choose to regard as the in-
fluente that seeks to record its messsge to
mankind, And as in abnormal peychology
e may Lnd a mere exaggeration, and hence
s more legible explanation of the normal,
50 we may read in Dostoieveky’s work some
of the broad intringic weaknesses and vie-
ttes of homanity displayed something above
life elze.
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forms of neu
1t is as if a weaknes

& more scnsitive i

YA peculfarly interesting instance for
any one who is interested in the modern
theory of this subject is ufarded by the
meost considerable item in ‘the collection of
thort atories now under review. It iscalled
‘Notes from Underground,’ and accuples
more than a hundred of the 288 pages thut
make up the whole volume. The first part
of this 'novel” is a self-analysis of the sup-
Pated author's own character, He filled
Some smull post in the immense organiza-
tion. of the old Russian bureaucracy and
suffered from what we call in the termi-
nology of ‘inferiority
tomplex." Of the origins of that trouble
We learn nothing. Dostoievshy Rimsaelf, of
tourse, 15 sublimely unaware that he is
offering us a perfect example of a patho-
bogieal case.  But the Aymptoms are, as n
doctor rip it say, ‘beautifully true to type.'

¢ chief of them {5 o perpetual attempt

psvcho-analysis an

sme effort of superiority. The familiar

him down. 1n the casa of the imagined
Bthor of ‘Underground’ we find that this
longing t, gssert himselt is the keynote of
Al hig actions, and finds expression, at
In the writing of & pieca of autobiog-

¢ Wby, He knows by sight an officer, con-
Hantly meets
Varigbly giving way to him on the pave-
Tm Plans with a large and earnest de-
ftion to confront and jostle him at

-.: It next encounter, Once he actually
z:“dl In doing this, but so ineffectually
¥ luh ean find no comfort in the thought
ving vindicated his self-cstcem, An-

} ta demonetrate, in perfectly futile ways, |

stance s the driver of a cart who from |
i:c vantace of his position can intimidate |
® f00t passenger by a threat of running |

|
|

him on the street, and while |
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RITICS hold that the furnace of war is too hot for the creation of great art:
later when thought has had time to turn and contemplate the “remembered emotion."
war come facts, and the pieces of sculpture being shown at the Gorham Gallery will probably al-

ways retain an authentic flavor of war time that no creation of a later period will be able to achieve, After
December 9 the exhibition will be moved to the American Art Galleries as a part of the Salon of the
Allies, opened to the public under the auspices of the art commission of the Mayor's Committee on Na-
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other example is the dinner party given to

an old schoe! friend,
invites himself, and
himeelf despized £till
to display some kind of superiority to lis
companions.  HBut tepical of all
his account of his relations with the gin
Liza, whom he méets in a brothel, He at-
tracts her in the first place by the elo-
quence with which he holds up to her the
terror of her futureq He obtains an in-
fluenee over her, persuades her to give up
her way of life, gives her his private ad-
dress, and then;, when ehe to see
him, treats her with a éallonsne=s and a
pandeving Lo his own diseazed vanity that
is nothing less than brutal
for the psychologist
perfect.

to which the writer
suceeeds in getting
further in his effort

comes

As o study
the story iz almaost

“We find a parallel to it in the allied
story of Smerdyakov, the walet, in ‘The
Brothers Karamazov.’ And,  indeed,

throughout Dostolevsky’™s works the re-
markable realization of this ‘inferior ecom-
plex’ rocognizahle
background of hiz psychelogy. The man
who is abhorreént to him and draws forth
his bitterest invective is always self-con-
fident and successful.  In
(another study in the present volume writ-
ten when he was thirty-two, while he was
a priscner ut Omsk), he says: "These gon-
tlemen make their the world
through the fact that all their inglinets are

is a5 the ever-present

way  in

bent in the direction of coarse Bnecring,
short-sighted censure and immense con-
ceit, . . They are never capable af

inner judegment before their conscience, of
generous self-criticism; for some things
they are toa fat, Their own priceless per-
sonality, their Baasl and Moloeh, thelr mag-
nificent ego, is always in their foreground
overywherc.! And so on for more than a

‘A Little Hero' |

page, all the bitterness of 1t being another |

typical example of the genersl charicteris-
tics of Dostoievsky's novels and presenting
another wall-diagnosed symptom of the
game neurosis,

“For, personally, I have no doubt what-
ever that Dostoievsky himself suffered from
this particular affecetion, The evidence of
his letters alone would be to
establish it., Witness particulary the pros-
tration of his appeals for help and patron-
age shown in the letters written by him
during his last few months in Siberia. But
his svriting furnishes still better material
for the diagnosis, and a priori, it seems
impossible that he could have so perfectly
deacribed thia particular state of mind if
he had not personally experienced some-
thing of its peculiar expressions. In all
probability the epilepsy was nothing more
than an effect of the pre-determining
cause, and the fact that the symptoms In
his cage were not progressively destructive
was due to his ability to ‘sublimate’ lls
inhibitions—in part, at !east— by his noility
to find expression in writing. It is very
saddening to reflect that if he had lived
fifty years later he mi have heen cured,
and his unquestionnhle genius more fully
realized.”
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HE captain talked little enough of
himself, but left the bandage
about his head to speak for him
But how he did talk of that ser-

geant of his, Barney MeceGinn!

I had not yet told the captain that
Barney MeGinn had been my driver, and
that I had begged the privilege of enter-
taining Barney's captain not more to
enjoy his own soeiety than to hear him
talk about Barney.

“Of course, we hear all sorts of wild
yvarns about the boys,” I remarked. “But
it wouldn't surprise me to learn that the
epigode, for Instance, at Chitean
Thierry, where 2 bunch were said to
have dolled themselves up in silk hats
and pink pavasols, wera true. It's so
completely in character.”

“As true as yeu're born, sir!"

“It wouldn't surprise me, either, if
that sergeant you speak of were con-
cerned in it

“He was the very instigator of it!
That's Barney McGinn all over. You're
going to hear more of that fellow, T tell
vou, He's marked for promotion.
Medals already.”

‘Medais—

|
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I pushed the cigars toward the cap-
tain, “The instigator? 1t sounds plaus-
ible, after your deseription of the man.
He must be a devil.,” And acain the rec
ollection of all the captain had said, the
vision of that assault on the sublime in
the garb of the ludicrous, rucked me
with laughter.

“They were all devils, for that mat-

ter. Like hoys on a lark, But I believe
they were devils mainly because that
man Sergeant MeGinn was the worst

devil of the lot. They simply eaught the
infection from him and followed his ex-
ample,
went, with death spitting all about him,
and that devil singing! And what do

you think he was singing to  [ritz?

Why, this (and the captain sang in imi- |

tation) :
“*The bells of hell po ting-a-ling-a-ling,

For you but net for me.

() Death, where is thy sting-a-ling-a-ling
0 Grave, thy victoree-ee-a?’

“After he'd sung it a couple of times
the boys got on to the words and sang it
with him. And there they went, singing
that at Fritz. Thoze fellows might have

Up that rotten little ravine he |

mude that charge stripped to the skin
arid without a gun in their hands, Such
things W ren't necessary.,  Waging war
like that sasn't in Heinie's book., Iu
took the breath all out of him. He
wasn't there to fight an insane asylum.
And it just naturally seared him
death.”

But I was laughing at more than this.
“Of course,” 1 said, on sobering down,
“it wasn't all song and masquerade.”

“Oh, decidedly not! But there again
that man MeGinn was in the thick of it.
Thick of it? No! He was out in front.
Too far out sometimes. [ never saw a
man so absolutely without fear, FHe was
the envy of us all. And from the very
first, I confess I was & bit nervous as
to how we should perform when they
ave usg our first hit of real schooling.
I mean the real thing, the grim business
itself, and not the routine drilling be-
hind the lines; What that sergeant
thought of me 1 hate to think now, on
the night when I gave him his final in-
structions. It
responzible for, and I wanted it to go.

Naturally, the man T first thought of to |

hiead it was Sergeant MeGinn., Not that

I'm coming home again;

On the city | love.
Thrusting their towers above
The light morning haze

The star-reaching buildings arise

Palaces glorious, spun

Over the river there comes

Of packed, multitudinous streets

On the rail of the Jersey' ferry | lean and gaze .

Of dust and eof smoke and of steam

With their myriad windews agleam
In the warmth and the glow of the sun—

Out of stone and of steel on the loom of a dream.

The voice of New York; of the slums
And the avenues, rumble and roar

Athrob with the thunder of traffic that beats
A deep diapason—the roll of the drums

In the City'a vast orchestra, p]aying the score

Home

By

Berion Braley

Of a titanic opus.

With ferries and barges and tugs and with ships
At anchor, in slips

Or swinging downstream with the tide,
Off for the perilous drive

To the maelstrom of war.

Home on the ferryboat, home,
To the wonder and thrill of it all
—The hugeness, the splendor and might
Of the city that shoulders in sight—
[ sense the old magic of Rome
And ['m gripped by a spell and a thrall;
There's a catch in my throat, and my eyes
Blur at the picture, and then .
A jubilant veice in me cries,

g 7 ¥ . S
I m coming hl’)!'l'l!.’.‘ ] m coming home agaml <

The river's alive

As [ nde

to |

was the first patrol I way *

] there was anything for o to he ner-
| vous about except the reputation of the
company., But I drilled MceGinn as if
| he'd never heard of war before. And all
he sail when I finished was *Watch me,
sir!’ And he fairly smacked his lips,
That man was simply born for such
things., As some men are born singers

or poets, that man is & born seldier. He's |

got it in him."
I “And the patrol was a successT*

“Was #£? McGinn came in with six-
teen prizoners and a rapced scerateh
across hiz right cheek from one of those
lovely F;J‘»\'Alll'.'.'Lj{ bavonets. He made his
report in a breath; took ever his bunch
to the intelligence officer, and then hur-
ried to say, ‘With your leave, sir, I'd
like to be relieved for an hour.

“*The hour is yours,! said I. ‘“You've
earned itl
“In  thivty-five. minutes wn orderly

| ealled fur ck

compuny’s surgeon, and 1
went along. There in the dugout stood
Serzeant MeGin i wounded
Boche who was lying on his face on
| streteher, MeGiun

hesida

a

WS atehing: his

L b

head.

i

‘I ain’t shure, sorr, whether it's ac-
cordin’ ty the But T didn’t tell
you i dropped ope of the prisoners, I
think, sorr, one of lis own men caught

boalk.

him frem the rear as we were takin' him

alone—got him so he eoulll nayther walk

nor sit dewn nor lie en his face, for the
miud was too thick. It
ward for him, sorr,
a major I we

was pretty awk-

Ard becavse he was

out and got him.”'

My zuest, the
a papital ratoni

, turned out to be
I unitil swell after

| have sent hiim to

the hour when ¥ sho
bed I ;
Varns

enaurh

tifully

daredevil who was

“horn: t

r MeGinn. Even long

| after the eap retire’ 1 still sat
. before the hearth, c¢hiclkling at Barney.
[t was infinilely more amusing than
the captain knew. Vividly enough I re:

memberad Barnew, T
half in my employ, &
spoken the
a sharp word

r and a
juiet

s ':';r at

unexneet-

edly. Ita 5 he seemed
always to he listenin as
if ‘he were alwavs keyed up for the erach
of a whip. In time I learned the rrasor
| for this 50 then why it

was he

For thus will'a man expard, though a

Lo La W} "

| 8 £l & Vary
jaws of death; 1f it ine Iy respues
him from under the thumb of a formi-
dable wife.

\ B. K.

The Nation
Awaits a

Song

" By Ernest Thompson Seton
N THE !last four years m

of attempts have been
& national song, and, so
all have been utter fai

A glance at the matarial
8 whully wrong conception

thousandy
de to writa
nr oa known,

gong; indecid, 8 wrong idea of thas whole
subject of song.

Apparently none of the asp i TRCOR-
nized the wide difference 1 A sang
and & poem; not cne of them

recognized
the difference between a poem ar
shthem; not one of them realizer
ference between a lyricund a

A poem is a more or less
eesgion of statements, ut
of language and ideas;
spoken by one vaolce.

An anthem 15 a zim
sponsive parts originalls
which must -be slow e
enunciation by many voices

A lyric is a alight poem
of sketeh ideas, tied to !
tive portion, et to music,
one voice,

A npatienal song must consi
ceazian af very hrief,
statements, alternating wi
of mere wocnhles &,
rhythmic sghouting, which begets and ve
enthusiaam, but does not
effect on words or enuneinted
ehiould he in marching ti
time af heroic thought
must be anitable for a n rude af evoices
singing together, It may or ¥ nat he
antiphonal or armnzed o responses BRe
the original anthem.

If these definitions be accepted end o=ed
RS tREf3 We 11 filsd that all recens

repeti-

to ba sung hy

|1

- that,

for

oumnt
I+

ar that is the

ideas,

petion, and

gh nt

tempta at a nations] sang have be

| of varying merit, hut foredocmed fallures

| from their plan.

! It 13 genevally conceded thet st presens
we have no truly netional song; certamiy
| none afficially estahl We

poem

ed

riga to tha

[ “fng song,” but no one eonsid
It is

| factary or permanent.
we get a better. An
| parts shows that it
{ but one, and that :
plete with hersle statement. Hut it not
it is not good
for singing; it

simple;
suitable
EORES
BEWIngFing,
| ean join.
I do' net know an
rival “America,” &
music, w
One

| tiemal songs
ailve by
ready H

| other elemen

it does not
stirring w«

Hfar'n repeated §

ch i3 pre

can

RElTE Iro

XKAITPNs

ane or ‘more of the essant §

tad,

gtance, though superb
tramp, I
far which
genius hos

statements; axcep

| section, tu

petesgua Voo

Very rarely do we hear more than the

fivet twp Hnes of tha “M | The
genius of the M thae
reniuws of the
15 that it s
it i ot tr
On the o haa
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revival hymns are 5
YMary and Martha.” g I
Swieet Ch " nre good
fect sOngE -
hy the appes 0 HE
appexl to the h ’ 10
Shukedpes L FLes
rect, ns, for exampls, the puge’ ing in A
4 I
| I and: n ths
[THE
i "
1t
Swept hvers love £
The =peond. fourt) 1 .
are: the-ranetitive poriios ; it
|
\ The tradi | Yealsnd
and Scatl H
thoy (I riat | "
ballad, vh s simnis .
hng Titthe ‘ 1 vt I L =
Thie 1] nr YA
a-w 53 7
in A
If we tnke various p e e
our countre hus pr viewil d o
4% I
People ms m ol T
Br 'a Do ) "
Uik, al L S i
f e =
1 o caref
8 1
= r3t
1 R ]
I | rmg-
e — &% 1
g .
o RS bs
A T
11 enpeest that o: ntahle form
might ba &}
B —. ] B sifitornent
L Ey 1 «  or
- sl Mer lylmtad
----------- ; | e A
...... o 1 ; S
........... _‘ st nlt - karvuts
Suah A =tractural unie pe rimmls.
il Etesins; vepsuted iwies or thries
W 08
H twill




